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number of vacancies to be competed for. For boys of
wealthy parents to compete at all for those positions when
they could just as well be Oppidan members of the school
appears to me to be exceedingly unfair, and surely com-
pletely defeats the object of the scholarship.
During the summer of 1913 I suffered from boils and
had to go to the doctor to have one lanced. It was on my
chin, and during the little operation the doctor remarked:
" You've got the pluck of the devil.*' I only tell this story
because it celebrates the first word of encouragement I had
ever heard in my whole life, and from that day I have never
forgotten it. Whether it was true or not I remember he
hurt me very much, but the fact of his saying it laid the
foundations of confidence in myself that I never had before.
Thank you, Dr. Amsler.
I was younger than most of my friends as I was always
the youngest in my form during my four years, and my
friends were mostly in my own form. When I became a
language specialist, during my last year, I spent a great deal
of time in the school library, where I read voraciously,
chiefly biographies and books on philosophy, besides much
verse. We were quite a little fraternity in the library, and
in 1915 we published a book of contemporary Eton Verse
which, I believe, was the first of its kind from Eton. Some
of the contributors were killed in the war, including a scholar
named Rhys Davids, who became one of our best flying
men. I forget if Sacheverell Sitwell contributed to the little
book, but he was often in the library in those days. One
of our fraternity became Italian interpreter to the British
Delegation at the Genoa Conference in later years; but it
was not at Eton that he learnt that language.
Looking back, it seems almost incredible to realize that
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